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had come over to our table. Again it had been left
to me to obtain the bill.
" La soustr action, si'I vous plaU ! " I demanded of
the waiter.
This unusual form reached my father's ear, and
he turned round quickly.
" L'addition, petite sotte ! " he corrected.
" All right, Papa/' I said. " CaU it an ' addition '
if you like, but I consider that for us it is a
' subtraction ' ! "
We never stayed longer than a week or ten days in
Paris on our return journey, as the many duties my
father had in Rome necessitated his presence there
in the early autumn.
When in my teens, I used to sit with him in his
room in the late evenings, and hear him read to me
his speeches for to-morrow. He dealt with all the
internal and International subj ects of the day. Often
I put in a word here or there. It was long past my
bedtime ; and I was interested in what he read. He
would introduce my remarks into his speeches.
Next day in the Senate he would add with pride:
" As my daughter says ..." " As my little girl well
reasons . . ."
I remember that once, on the occasion of a
students' strike, I said : " You'll have your kinder-
gartens striking next!" Arguing for prompt
suppression, he mentioned my remark in his speech-
It was greeted with applause; he won his point,
even receiving letters about it. I became well known
in the Senate. One Senator said: " Vitelleschi's
daughter beats us all! "
My father enjoyed as much as I did these evenings
in his room, as it was a pleasure to1 him to watch my